FATHERS AND CHILDREN
In a flash all the fathomless depths of Bazarov's
conceit dawned upon him. * Are you and I
gods then ? at least, you 're a god; am not I a
dolt then ?'
* Yes/ repeated Bazarov ; * you 5re still a fool.1
Madame Odintsov expressed no special sur-
prise when Arkady told her the next day that
he was going with Bazarov; she seemed tired
and absorbed Katya looked at him silently
and seriously; the princess went so far as to
cross herself under her shawl so that he could
not help noticing it. Sitnikov, on the other
hand, was completely disconcerted. He had
only just come in to lunch in a new and fashion-
able get-up, not on this occasion of a Slavophil
cut; the evening before he had astonished the
man told off to wait on him by the amount of
linen he had brought with him, and now all of
a sudden his comrades were deserting him!
He took a few tiny steps, doubled back like a
hunted hare at the edge of a copse, and abruptly,
almost with dismay, almost with a wail> an-
nounced that he proposed going too. Madame
Odintsov did not attempt to detain him.
* I have a very comfortable carriage/ added
the luckless young man, turning to Arkady; * I
can take you, while Yevgeny Vassilyitch can
take your coach, so it will be even more con-
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